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in front of the dining-room mirror; then he
strolled into the garden behind the inn. He
walked across to a green wooden seat as
though he were aiming intently at a mark.
Why could he not conquer this sense of being
an intruder, of being watched ? Mrs. Williams
invited him to take possession of the garden,
the house, and her own kindness; invited
him so that he knew he must hurt her if he
drew back, And yet he could not take
possession, simply could not; something
within him shrank and started like an un-
controllable nerve. When she was talking
with him the nerve was calm, and he at ease;
when she went away he was as much the timid
stranger as ever.

To take possession ! Of this garden even,
with the clumps of clean blue delphiniums,
washed in a thousand springs, the careless
sun-bonneted nasturtiums, the broad-faced
sunflowers, the springing unopened holly-
hocks like budded wands, the languid petunias,
the droning, blind, persistent bees. Here
he was, thirty, and he could no more take it
into himself than he could at five. No, at
five he would have taken possession as blindly
as a bee, as directly as that kitten, stalking
flies like a little tiger in the coarse grass of